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ADVERTISEMENT. 


| H E following little Piece is an imitation 
of the French comic operas of one act, which 
are generally characterized, either by their natural 


ſimplicity, or ſome ſingle ſtriking incident, and 
little or nothing more is deſigned. It is now firſt 


attempted to introduce this ſpecies of entertain- 
ment on the Engliſh theatre, as containing excel- 


lent ſituations for light airs. On the French ſtage, 


_ notwithſtanding all their merit, they tire in the 


length of time taken for repreſentation; and, were 


they ſpun out to the common length of our after- 


pieces, it is conceived they would be found (ul 


more ioſufficient. 


The cubic a therefore being wholly 


preſerved, and the dialogue both varied and 


compreſſed, they are, wich every deference, ſub- 
mitted to public judgment, 


C. DIBDIN. 
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CHARACTERS, 


MALLS, 
Grrcory, Mr. REINHOLD, 
Hiccixs, Mr. FEARON, 
Coun, rs. FARRELL. 


m W OM E N. 


Goopy Fipcegr, Mrs. PIT T, 
Rosz, Miſs BROWN, 


SCENE, the inſide of a Cottage. 
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The inſide of a Cottage, on one hand a ſtair-caſe, on 
tthe other a window which opens and ſhuts; under the 
window is a table and arm chair, and very near it are 
hanging a ſaddle and bridle; on the table are a cuſhion 
and bobbins for making lace, a ſpinning-wheel and 
ſeveral ſkiens of flax are lying about; and there is 
another chair upon which (in the courſe of the piece) 
Roſe ſets down to work. | Na is diſcovered. 
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P OOR Colin ! I me, bow 1 . 
Left he ſhould raſb! Y venture bere ! 


Pm quaking like a timid mouſe, 
My father runs through all the houſe, 
| Over -. 


mm rgan_ a ret Ir 


: ROSE AND COLIN, 
GN every chair and table; 
be barn, the outhouſe, and the ſtable; 
Acroſs the farm -yard, in the frets, 
T hreatning every thing be meets. 
Poor Colin, 2 


What the deuce can be come to him ? 
If with tears I would ſubdue him; 
With anger he direfily burns, 
And raves and ſcolds, and ſwears by turns; 
Crying, ſince Eve, better nor worſe, 
i Women were born to be a curſe: _ 
Poor Colin, Ec, 


Roſe. I can't think for the life of me what my 
father would be at, running about ſo :—I muſt 


get him out ſome how, for if Colin ſhould come, 
and he ſhould lee him — 


SCENE Il. 


eee 
Gree. What are you ſtanding here with your 
hands before you like a gentlewoman for © + 
Roſe. Father, 1 
Greg, I—well—why don't you g0 to work ? 
Roſe. I left my work, father, to look for 
Greg. To look for what? 
Roſe. 4 your—a——for your hat, Father: 
Greg. 


A COMIC OPERA: 9 
Greg, My hat !—what the devil do you want 
th my hat ?—well there then you have found 

is upon my head. 

Roſe. Becauſe ſeeing you run about ſo, I 
dught you wanted it to go out. | 
Greg. To go out !—what ſhould I go out 
be” =: 

Ne. Why you talked of going out to buy 
me corn. 

| Greg, Ves, but my neighbour Higgins 8 fon 
cone to buy for us bon. 

Joſe. What, Colin! (/ g bing. J; 

Greg, Yes, Colin—what do you ſigh for ? 

Riſe. Nothing, (h again. Ca 

| Greg. (a knocking at the door) See who's at 
dor. 

Roſe. (as ſhe goes acroſs ) I can't get him out. 
Greg. Sighing and whining—A young do-, 
t has caught her, I can ſee that plain enough. 


SCENE III. 
GRE o R Y R os E, Hi GG INS. 


Riſe. Tis farmer Higg gins, father. 

Greg. Farmer, I am Glad to ſee thee—go and 
aw forne ale, daughter, (ſhe goes off. ) 

Hig, Well, neighbour Gregory, how doſt? 
Greg, Why, neighbour, 1 ſhould be berter if 
vas better pleas'd. 


te. Ay hy, what has fallen out to vex 
ee? 
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WW - ROSE AND COLIN; 
me a daughter. 


| impudent dog had come when thou waſt in the 
_ warrant you—why Pd tell him, ſays I, calling 
a libertine, and if thou com'ſt here again, L ſhal 


he angry, I ſhall bruſh thy jacket. 


.--- Hear what I have got to > ſay—laſt night 1 had 
been late cocking the hay, and when I conelf 


ſeome thing craw! upon all fours towards the door, 


upon this my daughter runs up to me with= 


Greg. Thou ſhalt know but firſt let me af 
thy advice we are both widowers, you knoy 


your wife has left you a ſon, and mine has left ! 


Hig. Roſe and Colin. 
Ger True but if thy lot had been to have had 


the daughter inſtead of the ſon, and a young 


field, or at market, or in the barn— 
Hig. What, telling a ſoft tale in her ear, 


him by his name—ſays J, my child is anothe 
gueſs ſort of a child, ſhe is not for thee, thou an 


Greg. Well ſaid, neighbour Higgins—noy 


home, being a ſort of owl light, I could juſt ſe 
ſo taking it ſor a dog I gave it a good kick 


dear father, Pm glad you're come home, In 


glad to fee you, Pm glad no miſchief has hail * 
pened to her, I'm glad, (imitating her.) has 
His, So, ſo. a 
Greg. And all this Jos ſee that J might nod ber. 
find out what ſort of a four-legged animal eie 
was but I'cod I was too cunning for her lock / 
ing out of the window, | found Mr. Dog to bt ( 
no other than Maſter Colin, your ſon. p le 1 
2 1 


A COMIC OPERA. a 
Hig. Ah, ah !-—This is the reaſon he is ſigh- 


ing and flouting about ſo then] can't get him of 


lte days to mind any kind of work. 
Greg. Nor can 1 my daughter. 
Hiz. What ſhall we do? 
Greg, Why, truly, I don't know, 
His. Suppoſe we marry them together, 
Greg, That's true—but ſuppoſe this ſhould be 


a mont. 
Hig. Try em, try em, ler i us try em. 
Grep. Ho-! 


ve had quarrelled, and forbid me your houſe, 


together. 


SCENE V. 


GAR 0 ORY, II 10 , Ros x. 


Hig. An old doating fool, to pretend that 


| don't know the price of grain. 

Greg. Call that indeed clear wheat, when if 
has been half eat up by the rats, 

Roſe. Dear me, they ſeem to be quarrelling— 
here's the ale, father; will you pleaſe to drink, 
neighbour Higgins ? 

Hig. Not -I won't taſte a drop of his ale. 


he ſnan't taſte a drop of it, was it ever fo. 
Roſe, Dear father, what's the matter? 
5 2 


Greg: 


only a flighty pack of nonſenſe mas will laſt but 


Hig. Here comes your -davalier; ſeem as if 


then preſently come to me that we may counſel 
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Greg, Put it down, daughter—put it down— 
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12 ROSE AND COLIN, 


Greg. In one word, get out of my houſe. 
Hiz. I don't want to ſtay in it—and, dye 
mark me? never let you or your's come near 


mine—an old ſtupid—doating-—not know the 
price of corn indeed! 1 


80 E NE V,. 


GA nv, ROSE. 


Grit Go thy way s, thou old fool —and thou, 
daughter, if I ever know thee ſpeak to his ſon— 
am going out, and if thou ſuffer'ſt that young 
dog to come lurking about my houſe — ſee'ſt ti 
this oak ſaplin—he 1 ſhall get it—however for thi 


time the key ſhall anſwer for thee—as I go out ol 
double lock the door. 


With he dog, nor ſerip, nor Halle 
J rather by half, 
A flock of ſheep would guard, | 
Then a puling wench ſg bing up and a-bed, 
 Fith love in ber bead, 
Nor would the taſk be half ſo bard. 


1 All cant? 5 thrown away and ft, 
Advice i is out of ſeaſon, 

- Nor the devil a bit, no more than a poſt, 

Can you get her to hear reaſon ; ; 
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Tell ber to diſcloſe her fears, 


7s, 


ſhower of tea 


nſwer is a 


Her an 
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4 ROSE AND COLIN, 


ſuch good friends too—'tis a ſad thing not to 
dutiful but 'tis A ſadder ching not to lore 
Colin. 


SCENE VI. 


Roſe (Looking through the key-bott) Yon 
he goes—what can be the matter—they Met 


A IR. 


T loſt my poor mother 

M ben only a child; 
And I fear'd ſuch another, 

So genile and mild, 

Was not io be found. 
Bus I ſaw my miſtake, 
For ſcarce was ſhe gone, 
But I prov'd 1 had father and mother inm 
nd though, at ibis iu, be males n 
Deͤart ach, 
There's not ſuch another, heard al 1 
world round. 


7 
Id reach'd my teens fairly, 
As blythe as a bee, 
His care, late and early, 
Being all to pleaſe me. F 


A COMIC OPERA 1g 


No one thing above ground 
Mas oo good for his Roſe 
At wake or at fair, 

I was dreſs'd out fo gaily, bord, people 
would flare; © 
And I fay it again, though he s peeviſh, 0 
knows, 

| There's not ſuch another, ſearch all the 

world round, 
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III. 
But love, bo, they tell us, 
Does many ſtrange things, 
Makes all the world jealous 
And mad—even Kings, 
7 Bey ſay, he can wound. 
This love is the fore 
Since Colin came here, 
_ This father, ſo kind, is a father FREY 3 
Let till will J ſay, though be  ſeolts more and 
more, 
There's not ſuch another, ſearch all the world f 
round. 
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G6 ROSE AND COLIN, 


SCENE VIL 
Co LI N, ROs E. 


Colin. (knocking at the door) Roſe | Roſe! 
Roſe. Oh dear! *tis him, and the door is 
double-locked. 5 5 
Colin. Roſe, open the door—Pve watched the 
old man out what the miſchief, 1s not ſhe at 
home ?—let us ſee. 

Roſe. I can't open it, dear Colin— my father 
has locked it—come again in the evening; he 
does not hear me ſure — (looking through tot 
key-bole) dear me, he's gone—Oh ! how my heart 
beats that I could notſpeak to him now—he was 

in a great hurry to go I think— Oh! the wicked 
rogue, there he is climbing up at the window 
Til hide myſelf, and vex him a little in his turn, 

(She hides herſelf under the fraits and Colin opens 

the window.) _ 

Colin. (looking in) Roſe !—Roſe!—no, 3 
nobody at home; well, I'll leave her the poſey | 
brought, however; (be 7ries to throw it upon th 
table, and tumbles . it upon the ground) The, 
deuce take it, I have let it fall upon the ground, I 
and ten to one if her father don't trample upon 
it—if I could but get in now I could put it up 
the table—hang it, I can get in well enough— 


(As he gets in at the window he lets his hat fat 
on 
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in the outſide) Well done I—my hat's tumbled— 
never mind can pick it up when I go our. 


(He gets down, puts the noſegay upon the table, and 
regards the cuſhion and bobbins with which Roſe 
has been making lace; and Roſe, now and then, 
either ſhews herſelf, or gets under the ſtaircaſe, as 
ſhe finds occaſion, during the following long 1 


AIR. 


Here's all ber geer, her wobeel, her work, 
Theſe little bobbins to and fro; 8 
How oft Pre ſeen her fingers jirk, 

Her pretty fingers white as ſnow | 


| Each object to me is ſo dear, 
My heart at Ag bi on' t throbbing goes 
*Twas here ſhe ſat ber down-—ard bere— 
She told me ſhe was Colin's Roſe, 


u. 


This poſey, for ber, when ſhe's dreſs'd, 
P've brought, alas! how happy IT! 
Could ] be, like theſe flowers, careſ#d; 
| And, Ae them, on her "yn die. 
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18 ROSE AND CO EIN, 


The violet and pink I took, 

And every pretty flower that blows ;; 
The riſe too, but how mean *twill look, 
When ty the fide of my feet Roſe ! 


(At the end of the ſong Colin begins climbing up to 
get out at window, which Roſe perceiving, the 
throws a {kein of flax at him; when he turns, 
ſpeaking as he deſcends.) 


Colin. Ah you rogue you-—what you are 


mere 2 

Roſe. Yes, dear Colin—but don” t come down, 
go away directly. 

Colin. Nay, but dear Roſe. 

Roſe. TI tell thee all at night pray now go, 
you frighten me out of my wits; beſides, the 
Window opens into Goody F idoet's garden, and 
ſhe's a ſcandalous old goflip. 

Colin. Never mind her. 

Roſe. (Hearing her father) My father is at 
the door—1 hear him. 

Colin. Odds wounds! F' get away then—one 
ils. | 
| Roſe, No, no—ma ake haſte. 


Colin, (e wimbs up) How happened 1 it that 
the 


A COMIC OPERA. 19 
the caſement is got fo faſt now—here he comes, 


1 muſt &en ſtay where Jam. 


then trying to open the caſement, and leaving off for 
fear of making a noiſe.) 


SCENE Vil. 


CoLin, Ros E, GREGOR\ v. 


Greg. Yes, yes, tis jut as 1 feared; *tis in 


every body's mouth —heyday! What's all this— 


the ſpinning-wheel in one place—the Pax in an- 


other—nothing but tidling and tidling of that 
damned lace—'twould be better for you if you d 
mind your ſpinning—Ah well, my comfoit is, 

that rogue Colin's far enough off; his facher has 
ſent him away for three years ( Reſe ſmiles to her- 


ſelf, but as often as her father looks at her ſhe Seems | 
grave) what, you pout about it— tis crucl, is 
it not? —ſhe ſhall have her Colin — ( olin—the 


very name puts me in a paſſion; PII trim him 
I'll but he's gone he's gone, that's my com- 


fort (yawniys) come take your wheel and go to 


your work—] have not had my att. noon's. 

nap— PII try if I can fl-ep while you 3 "Ii 
Roſe. Do, father if you don't take your af- 
ternoon's nap 1 am afraid you'll be fick (4e 
2 Al 
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20 ROS E. AND COLIN, 
puts the chair on the oppo te fide, and rakes buy : 


Creg. Come, i ing. 


Roſe. What ſholl [ ling, father ?—that ſong 


about Colin? 


Greg. Always Colin—octhing but C olin—fine : 
what you've a mind—if I lep about an hou: 


wake me, do you hear ? 


KRoſe. Yes, father. 


11 


There was a jolly ſhepherd lad, 
And Colin was bis name 
And, all unknown to her 614 dad, 
He ſometimes 40 ſee 3 caine, 
The objeft of bis flame. 5 
One day, of bis abſence too ſecure, 
Tter father thunder d at the door; 
ben fearing of dis frown, 
Says foe, dear love, the chimney lim 
can't, cries he, there is not line, 


Pefiaer, 1 foould tumble doron. 


A COMIC OPER A. 8 ll 


II. Fl 
hat could they do, td'en uNaWwares | e 
They thought and thought again; 70 
In cloſets underneath the ſt airs, NIE = 
Jo hide himſelf, *twere all in vain, + 1 
Hed ſoon be frund, tas plain; 
Cel up the chin y, love, you muſt, 
Cried ſhe, or elſe the door He'll oſs 
I would not for a crown ; 
Y oung Col i: ſeeing but this ſhift, 
Tien mounted 1D, Peg tent a lift, 
Aud c don't tumble down, 
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III. 9 
With throbbine 1 HOW to the door OT. 1 
Poor Peggy runs in haſte ; , 1.0 
Thinking to trick her father ſure, 

But haſte, th? proverb ſays, mares waſte, 

Which proverb bers well. Plac 45 = 

Her father ſceo'fed Her bis leſt; | : % il 

| Cal'd names, and ſaid, among the reſt, 9 
Pray have you ſeen that clown? _ 
Sbe ſcarce had lime to arſwer, no; 
M ben, black all over as a crow, 
2 oung Colin tumbled down. 


(During 


22 ROSE AND COLIN, 


(During the ſong Colin makes ſeveral efforts to open 
the caſement as ſoftly as poſſible; and, juſt at the 
end of it, as Roſe repeats the words ** tumbled 
down,“ for the laſt time, puſhing it very hard, his 

foot lips, and he tumbles down upon the table, 
carrying with him the bridle and ſaddſe which hang 
in his aſs. this joits Gregory almoſt out of his 
chair, Who {tarts up.) wes 


Colin. Icod, and fo I have—what the deuce, 
Roſe, put it in your head to ſing that ſong ? 
Greg. What's that |!—what the devil's that 
Is the houſe tumbling down! — what's the 
matter !—— aa 

"Roſe. 1 Dear father !—Colin !— 

Greg. Who the devil have we got here? 

Colin. Why, tis I. 

Greg. Oh! tis you, you young raſcal, 19 
it !—and where did you come from? through. 
the roof of the houſe, or down the chimney ? 
Neoſe You have not hurt you: ſelf, Colin, 
have . 

Colin. No, Roſe—you et en't frighten d, I hope, 
are you? 

Ereg. Frighten'd ! how the devil ſhould the 
be otherwiſe, coming into my houſe like a bomb 
or a cannon- ball but you can ſet all to right. 
don't be frightened, Roſe, 'tis 1, your dear 
Colin but tell me, once for all, What brought 
ou here? 


2 Colin. 
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Colin. I come—I—I—come, neighbour. 

Greo. I cone. come for what ? 
Colin. To bring you home — 

Greg. What! 

Colin. That. 
Greg. That—what the devil's that? 


Colin. Why, the ſaddle and bridle you lent 


father. 
Greg. Lent aber you dog, Ti never 

lent your father a ſaddle and bridle, 
Colin. J hope you are pretty well, neighbour 

Gregory, and your daughter Roſe, 


Greg. Oh! yes, yes, we are mighty well, 
and now pray get about your buſineſs, 
Colin. Lord! farmer Cregorys. why are you 
haſty ? ? it did not uſe to be o. 


AIR. 

Excuſe me, pray ye do, dear neighbours 
Bu Reſe, you know, „ 
Have oft partook one ſport or labour 

While you have pleas'd ſtood by. 


And fince, from li 'tle children playing, 
You've kindly call'd me ſon, 

_ | theught, lo Roſe, 1 might be fi ing 
Good. day, and no harm done. 
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II. 


W 15 you and father gravely counted, 
One morning, in the barn, 

To how much, in # day, it mounted. 
That both 2 Hs could earn, 


Since then you dewn the law were laying, 
And calling me your ſon, | 

4 thought, to Roſe, I might be ſeying, 
by, Good —— and no | harm done. 


Creg. Here comes our father—he'll tell you. 
hy ſo. 


SCENE 
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SCENE laſt: 


GREGORy, Corix, 116GINS, Ros E, 


GOOD y I 


Pig. So, farmer, Goody Fidgit here has a 
fine tory to tell) 


Greg. Ay! why, to what do we owe thc 5ght 


ef her? 

Goody, Why, you owe the det of me to 
your own goings a Lord ! that pa- 
Tents, now-a days, have no more prudence — 
you ought to be aſhamed of yourſelves, two 


men of your age — Thou, Nicholas Gregory, 


was born the 7th of January, 11 the year 


Greg. Wel, we! I, we know þ how old we are — 


2 on. 


Goody. And you have no more grace than to 
let that forward minx, your daughter, chatter 


to that rogue Colin, every night, out of che 
vVvindow. 


Roſe. Dear, dear, how can that 10 when I 


lie i in the next room to my father? 
Goody. So you do; and you get up again, 


and creep down a ladder vy- the oy of the 


grainery. 

Colin. Lord! lord! 
Goody, Ah, tis no ſecret — all FI village 
knows 1 If. 


Colin. 1 wiſh I could catch any body telling 


me of it, I'd have a touch at them. 


Goody. Well, I tell thee of it then ; now thou 


may'ſt have a touch at me if thou wilt. 
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26 ROSE AND COLIN; 
Colin. "I's 2 great lie, I tell you. 

Goody. It is, is it—tell me then, what did you 
knock at that door for, but juſt now, when 
farmer Gregory was out? 
Colin. What for why, to come in, to be 
ſure. 5 
Goody. But you d it b lacked; and, ſo 
rather than fail, you climbed up the wall, and 
jumped into my garden. 

Colin. That's another lie, Goody. 

Goody. We ſhall ſee I can ſhew your father 
the fig-tree you broke in getting up. „ 
KRoſe. What a wicked old woman 1 you muſt 
be 5 
Colin. I tell you 'tis a pack of foight and 
malice you broke the fig-tree yourſelf, 1 ſup- 
poſe, and now you have a mind to ſay I did it, 

Goody, And pray was it I too dropped this hat, 
(Hering the bat fhe had before hid under her 
apron) which I found under the window? _ 

Greg. Oh! ho! I am no longer at a loſs to 
know how he came into the houſe. 
Colin. Roſe! OS 
Roſe. Colin [hat mall we a>? 
Hig. Ger out of the houſe directly, you dog, 
and wait for me at the door. 
Greg. And do you fo, to your chamber, this 
minute. 

(Colin goes -howh towards the door, regarding 

Roſe, who, as ſlowly, goes up-ſtairs.) 
Greg. Neighbour Higgins. 
ig. Neighbooe Gregory» | 
4 Gre. 
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reg. Shall we try them any longer? 


Hig. SY Il only make fools of us if we 


| do, 
Greg» Why, I believe you are in the right— 


come here, both of you, (T hey run towards 
tach othcr) 'tis more than you deſerve, but we 


forgive you; and you, young dog, if you don't 


| make her a good huſband— _ 


that. 


reg. Well, we have made good the old 


werb at leaſt. 


VA U D E v 1 K TE 
| Greg, Ne ever talk WF the care We a — 

& 7: 

Pain, : 

725 our en nate „ 4 y much rather ; 
Nor ever the old crabbed Mentor 
Attempt to be playing; 
But think of the ſaying, 

Love in at the window will enter, 
| If you fout 1 out at f the door. 


. x, 
| Roſe, Never maids 5, Peuld theft of lot ſeize You, 
Pine, 5 
Whine, 


But take, for a cure, 
A kind conſtant youth that can r pleaſe 0 you, 


Is 


Colin. Ah! e there 8 no fear of 
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In that will your happineſs center; 
Not Cupid ftill ſounning, 
For, ſpight of your cunning, 
He in at the window will enter 
If you fhut him out at the door. 
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: . | . 
Colin. This Cupid, fly rogue, how he teazes ! N 
Fall 
Plump into his lure, 
And he makes juſt whatever be pleaſes 
Of thoſe in his trammels who venture; 
From a clown, up to OO 
And be was no ninn /,, 
M do ſaid at the window hell enter, 
If you ſhut him out at the door. 


THE END. 
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